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THE 


TALES OF HORROR 


you read in 




are unlike the tales of horror you are likely to read in 
any other horror magazine 
on the newstands today! 

WHY? 


The horror-Mood magazines are the best entertainment package on sale today! 

STILL 


75 * 

The Horror-Mood artwork is consistently great — the stories are all original — we don't ‘pad’ our magazines with ‘old reprints’ 
or oive you 20 pages ot junky advertising — despite our competitor’s ctaim about the cost ot their products, the Horror-Mood 
magazines are the most expensive to produce on the newstands today — because we give you all original stories and art from 
front cover to back cover — tor only 75<-. 



—More original arl and stories tor your money than any other magazines you can buy at any price! 
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I HAVE SEEM ALIVE / 
BUT 4 PAYS, A 
VAMPIRE BUT 3 DAYS. 

AT."THE P/PST MALE" 
VAMPIRE OF ALL 


EARTH OF All TIME. 

. AMP I SHALL USB 
MY POWERS TO _ 

DESTROYS f 

EMEMIES... j 





























THESE GRAVES 
ONLY DAYS AGO DID 
NOT EVEN EX/ST.. 


... RATHEfc 

remarkable 

AND PROFOUND 

WHEN I THJNK . 




vmim» 















/COME TO ME NOW...MY 8EAUTtFUL 
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P ' you ST/U claim 

HER AS YOUR ORt VOTER.* 
"I WELL, YOU SHQULD FEAR HER 
- FOR THE SAAtE REASON THE 

JW4E» VILLASERS NOW FEAR 
i. ik. TH EIR. DEAD OAUaHTE RS... 

...BECAU.SE--SHE IS/MORE OBAC 
THAN NOT... MORE EVIL THAN NOT.. 
MORE QHOTESOUENY IS IN HER 
MEANT NON TRAN YOU IN TOUR LIFE I 
'— hake EVER /AAAG/NED... J 


...FEAR HER?.. 
WHY should t 
FEAR MY OWN 
DAUGHTER 


HASOELtNE- 

DO you KNOW 






























S&256, . 


...SUCH A 

UTTLE CROSS... I... 
DON'T SEE HOW IT 
CAN HAVE HN EFFECT 
SUCH AS TH/S?... I... 
DON'T UNDERSTAND... 




TflKiJS ®i? 



THE IUUSTrATED 
HORROR MASTERPIECE 
BY 

archaicJUAJJ KEWeI^OK 

MACABRE MAEI^ ClWrRPH 

Returning to the HORROR-MOOD 
pages after an absence of a few 
issues, due to sickness (the artist 
Cintron, was in an Asylum!) THE 
HUMAN GARGOYLES is again 
capturing the hearts of readers 
and critics alike! Often hai'ed as 
the single most important char¬ 
acter » series in the entire 
HORROR-MOOD, THE HUMAN 
GARGOYLES are here to stay. 


This month (on sale now) they 
appear, in 



(due to NIGHTMARE being a 
SPECIAL YEARBOOK this month) 
next month, THE HUMAN GAR¬ 
GOYLES return to 



August - on sale June 27 - miss 
'em not — 


— and eagerly await the special 
cover story coming up soor — 












’—'vj— itl fT\r; | l 

i xIoEDlI i£iisAliV6(?), 


iScend- people call my second embodf- Drop us a line and. let- u$ know 

ft’tact- meat, (Ml be writing to you how you enjoyed this NIGHT- 

: it was again sometime but for now my MARE YEARBOOK •—-..fiM'' in the 
Mat Irt thanks for;; your great work oh Tithe coupon so we know Which 
word, I my behalf. AX, /is ypur favorite -story ^ so we- 

not os . - .,, Ah) p« p •' can aim to please you in the- 

another AUAW P0E - MutOref. And {lest we forgot} 

J vvas 'venting, pnder the hand of. ' dort’t forget to Check the HOR- 

RDR - unnn ' newetanris.- fnr 


Rb^''"- MOOD hewstands..' for 


ANDERSON.. 

| my favorite story this issue is 


Emotionally-disturbed ED FED- writings. With : my second life 
ORY ip presently working on rm s going to try to dd. every-, 
some of the most-ibfzarre tales thing I couldn’t in my firit, and 5 
of his career -&• like WHO ARE i ...wish to thank you people at 
TREY? THE BREEDERS, to be Skyward Fuditshing for making 
■illustrated by LUIS COL.LADO, -me-.feel that my first life-wasn’t 
andjTHE CLAWSiOF DEATH, to a total waste after .all by pnnt- 
be illustrated by new,, weird- ing some of my wribngs, even 
Spahfsh v CAE!R|sRlZO ^ both if you do change them.a bit, I 
WitLeppcar sdb.n in the HOR- already had one -Of my first. 
ROPi-MOOD pages! works of my second life, printed, 

1 & AUGUSTINE FUN- r^^lmare 

NELL, Mar>w h i le 13 „.j s y on Spc ,, at : - ,1 waswnnor 

/rBDvTwA^HEO« gLOol 

trated by popufci 

MOOD illustrator, LURID LUIS 

COLLADO. Funnel! s tal#: 

DOWN TO HADES TO DIE! wifi 
be illustrated by another . new 
Mood-team artist PUIGAGUT, an 
artist as interesting as his Uffta- 

ARCHAIC AL, besrdes archal* X' 

editorial duties,,isdrafirig a few, a ' < M 

tales of suspense for your horor-s | fl 

entertainment -*- like. KILL, •• I , 

KILL, KILL,. KILL AND KILL \ 

AGAIN, to be illustrated-.., by i,^. 

FERRAN SOSTRES, and" TVlE- ,, 

MUMMY KHAFRE, a brand new -1 

character planned for the first 
issue Of TOMB O r HORROR, 
ghd to be illustrated by CESAR 

LOPEZ, the artist for our now- „ 

regular FRANKEN STEIN’S ' 

MONSTER saga 1 : , ',J\ """ S '*X "'■’ 

. . . strange correspondence JL- 

from beyond the grave (jLvroidd, to, wU 

seem), sent to us by DarY ufaST ' , ttfi * > 

anderson of Tulsa, Oklahoma S|T ISy#* 

-a- “I recently ...read, Nightmare 

#18 and I found that rone of rhy 3 JUT 

descendants, Chris Roose wrote JJS&L gMh 

a letter to your magazine. Yes,.-. TBffr JT/oBV 


man tor skywald best story 
Skywald Publishing Corporation 
18 East 41st Street Rm 1501 
NOW York City, N.Y, 10017 

:. PSYCHO #20 and SCREAM 
■#7 how on sale. 

R.LPA.-A " 

• Archaic^ 


appear in 


now on sale! 
-miss it not!- 




IN THE FAMILY PLOT IN 
THE CASTLE GROUNDS 
THE FOLLOWING DAY... 


OF THE SERVANT-GIRL 


...X THEN WENT 
W ^F TO THE LI8RARY- 
V AND DID NOT LEAVE 

JN FOR SEVERAL DAYS.. 
^ ALL THE TIME I 

W merely thought of 

r HER...AND OF IIER TEETH... 

OF HER TEETH THAT 
POSSESSED ME... 


The masterpiece of Horror by ED¬ 
GAR ALLAN POE 

is now on sale at your horror-mood 
newsstand — the tale ot a man 
driven mad by his passion and love 
tor a girl — even after the grave!— 
illustrated by 

rancid RICARDO VILLAMONTE! 


5 
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OF REGION 


S THE WATER HOLES 
ARE SPACED ALMOST T 
EXACTLY A DAY APART.' WE 
HAVE ONE CANTEEN APIECE. 
BE SURE TO RATION YOUR . 
. WATER ACCORDINGLY... A 


X'AA DYING! HAVEN'T 
HAD A DRINK IN THREE 
HOURS .. • C -CAN'T 
V MAKE IT,' A 


THS AGING UN -LE'E WRINKLED HAND OPENED HIS Flbtr 
JACKET AND PATTED TUP SHEATH OF CAPERS IN ITS 
LINING. HE NODDED AT PETER.., 


PETEK STARED HUNGRILY AT THE PAPERS. HE'D 
WAITED MONTHS JUST T " HEAP IHOSE WORDS. THE 
LONG hours OF boredom WITH HIS UNCLE HAD 
oa i Dv r\d", y.—.. 

OUP. JOURNEY WILL BE 
MADE ON fOOT, PETER. THE 
TERRAIN IS TOO ROUGH 
BOR ANY VEHICLE. 


YOU'VE BEEN GOOD 
COMPANY TO AN OLD 
MAN THESE LAST 
FEW YEARS, PETER. A, 
I'M SHOWING MY 
APPRECIATION BY 
REMEMBERING YOU 
IN MY WILL! 


PETER HAP 5HRUGGED IN AGREEMENT. HE 
FIGURED THE OLD MAM WOULDN'T LAST 
THREE HOURS IN THE SWELTERING HEAT 
l AND WOULD ABANDON THE CRAZY SCHEME 
BEFORE THE PAY WAS OUT. BUT THE 
i WITHERED DESERT RAT PROVED 
HEALTHIER THAN HIS NEPHEW HAD 
ANTICIPATED AND IT WAS PETER 
WHO STUMBLED TO HIS KNEES IN 
EXHAUSTION BY MID-AFTERNOON. 


GET UP, BOY! \ 
WE CAN'T STOP NOW/ 

I TOLD YOU TO 
CONSERVE YOUR J 
WATER... / 






















so VENT AT THE 8NC* OF EACH SCORCHING >>AY a 

si imm bring wo- 0= ttrc-GtviMf- vat’-srua, w«r- 

IMG FOR THEIR THIRST' BELLIES AHO F »\f'T> CANTEENS. 
By THE Wf THfc-y REACHED the THIRD CAS». TTCR'S 
PATIENCE ANP STRENGTH WERE WEARING TH'N — 


WHY SHOULD I WAIT? ' 
I'LL BE AN OLD MAN 
MYSELF BY THE TIME HE 
KICKS THE BUCKET. IF 
I PLANNED IT KJ«HT 
. IT WOULD LOOK LIKE . 
V AN ACCIDENT.' A 


PETER REACHES DOWN AND LIFTED TH& 
SHINY RECEPTACLE FRQMTHEOUIE •ORi. 

W YOU vyON'T NEED THIS NOvy 1 
I UNCLE AND IT'LL MAKE THE j| 

SL RETURN TRIP TWICE AS JBA 

Miw easy on me:^^ l|p 


PETER STRUCK THEN, AGAIN 
AN T AGAIN Wl fH THE SAGGED 
ROCK ONTILTHE CLEAR DESERT 
POOL MUKCMFO CRIMSON AND 
THE OLD MAN'S LIFE EBBED 
AWAY IN A FEEBLE TRAIL OF 
BUBBLES. A BRlfaH T GLINT OF 
METAL WINKED AT PETER FROA 
BENEATH THE RIPPLING SURFACE 











| i 

:fc 

■m ': ;: - ’kfe ^ 

,.'JM 


V ’ Mil ‘AFTERNOON OP THE hi/ r W Pb’sk WAS 
GREK IL> Sm ■ »0*> HI© C WH CANTEEN INTO -IIS 
DJTTy SULLET IT SEEM6. IWICE AS HOT NOW AS 
TIE UAv BEFORE... 


' BLASTED N 
W£A7/ GOOD 

i've got 

PLBNTy OF 

v WATER! . 


'I'VE STILL GOT WS\j 
CANTEEN/ I CAN /WAKEN 
IT ON THAT/..TRAVEL By 
NIGHT/ you OLD vulturA 
^I'M. NOT LlQKED YET/l 


COyOTES MUST HAVE 
DRAGGED HIM HERE 
LAST NIGHT/ LORD HE 
STINKS' 1 CAN'T DRINK 
THE WATER NOW...HIS 
CORPSE HAS POL- > 
-v. tuyeo it/ 





























SO HE WALKED 
INTO THE FREEZING 
DESERT NIGHT HIE 
UNCLE'S CANTEEN 

sensing beside 

HIM. BY SUNRISE 

the last op the 

PRECIOUS WATER 
HAP PASSED OVER : 
HiS PARCHED ZIPS 
...HE SEARCHED 
THE HORIZON . 
DESPERATELY / 


THE REEKING SUME-COVERED HEAD FLOATED LAZfJLY IN THE WATER, 
ItJ rottepflesh FILLING THE, DESERT AIR WITH STOMACH-CHURNING 
ODOR JAINTINO THE COOL LIQUID AROUND IT WITH PUTRESCENCE • 
PETER JUDDERED/ CHOKING RACK HIS VOMIT— -O: 


Rut inside, he knew the hideous thing in the 

OASIS WAS AS REAL AS THE DUST ON HIS SWOLLEN 
TONGUE. HE WIPED THE SWEAT FROM HIS FOREHEAD 
WITH A SHARING HAND AND TURNED BACK TOWARD 
THE DESERT... _____ 


HIS HEAD BEGAN TO SWIM AS THE GROTESQUE FACE 
PANGED BEFORE RtM ? GRINNING IDIOTICALLY,,._ 


GOT TO MAKE \ 
fT TO THE LAST N 
WATER HOLE BEFORE 
HE GETS THERE... 
GOT 108£AT HIM// 














WEAK WITH THIRST ARP StfglSeRg (fefgft STRUGGLED 
DESPERATEly FOR 1 H£ ENCAMPMENT TENT Mil Fs AWAY 

amp the final Oasis Beside rr. meotuliy the -*c/ 

DARKENED, etc- PNG OUT WE SUM .THEN TO UK HOR¬ 
ROR HE REALIZED IT WAS A... 


PETER 
PUSHEI 
THEN ^ 
ALONG 


) m sqm "ted mo the howmhg fate and drew 

'iO&ER 1C the STuM&LING 'T6URF. PROM OUT OF 
TH6 SWRUNS STORM LOOMED 1WE HORRID 
m IT II ATEO FATE.. - 


THE ROTTED TEETERING THiNG WAS KEEPING PAPE 
WITH HIM, CHUNKS OF DECAYING FLESH AND MAGGOTY 
BONE FALLING FROM ITS STUMBLING HULK, LEAVING A 
TRAIL OF RANCID GORE BEHIND IT... 


UNCLE FELIX!! 

! CHOKE x HESTRyiNG 
TO BEAT ME TO 
THE WATER! , 


PETER. DRCVE HIMSELF ON THE QUAKING LEGS A 
COLD FEAR CLUTCHING HIS HEART... 





















WITH A STRENGTH BORN OF MADNESS, REFER 
PUSHED UP AND HOBBLED AFTER THE GRISLY TRAIL 
LEFT BY THE THING. MILES LATER HE POUND IT, 
TRUDGING RELENTLESSLY ON, FILLING THE ACRID 
AIR WITH ITS STENCH.,._ 


SEEMINGLY YEARS LATER THE STORM ABATED. 

peter, crawling oh bloodied hand HANDS 

AND KNEES, GAZED ASOlT HW5ELF DELIRIOUS!X 

~~^HHH||V'was it an hallucination? A 

DID I JUST IMAGINE-- l 
WHAT'S THIS? TRACKS! A 
GOD, IT'S AHEAD S 
OF ME/ 


THE LAST OF HIS 
WILL FADING, PETER 
SCRAMBLED CRA2ILY 
ACROSS THE BURNING 
SAND, PASSED THE 
GRINNING HORROR, 
AND FELL HEADLONG 
INTO THE RELIEF- 
GIVING POOL... 


THERE WAS A NOISE BEHIND 
HIM, SHUFFLING OF DRY DE¬ 
CAYED FEET. PETER TURNED 
IN TIME TO Sffi THE CORPSE 
OF HIS UNCLE TOPPLE INTO 
THE OASIS... 


SCOOPING FRANTICALLY WITH TORN FINGERS HE 
FILLED HIS ACHING STOMACH WITH THE COOLING 
LIQUID UNTIL HIS GUTS BURNED AND LUNGS 
BEGGED FOR AIR...THEN HE LAY GIGGLING 
QUIETLY... 


HA'HA! I WON, 

YOU BLOATED HORRORl 
I'VE HAD MY DRINK 
ALREADY... H EH-H£H.. 

^ I BEAT YOU! 


HEH - HEH-HEH 
















WITH SHAKING FINGERS HE WITHDREW 
THE SHAATH OF PAPERS FROM THE OLD 
MANS JACKET AND OPENED IT..< 



REVIVED NOW, FLUSHED 
WITH VICTORY, PETER 
WALKED ON UNSTEADY 
LE 65 TO THE SHADE OF 
THE TENT AND THREW 
OPEN THE FLAP. IT TOOK 
A MOMENT FOR HIS EYES 
TO ADJUST THEMSELVES 
TO THE DARKNESS WITH¬ 
IN, THEN HE ENTERED... 


AT LAST... 

ALL MINE. 


IVMA...THIS 
ISN’T A WILL... 
IT S A MEDICAL 
REPORJ! 




leprosy! 

HIS CANTEEN. 
I...I DRANK. 

. FROM HIS— 


















THEY WON'T 
GET ME IP I CAN 
REACH THAT EERIE 
GATEWAY BETWEEN 
THIS LAND OF BAD 
DREAMS AND THE 
WORLD OF REALITY 
. ...IN TIME.' 


ILLUSTRATED Br RALPH REESE 25 


WRITTEN BY JERRY SEIGEL 











- • 


NOW MEET ALEX NIMBO WHO IS 
AFFLICTED WITH ONE OF THE MOST 
LOATHSOME MALADIES THAT EVER. 
BESET MORTAL MAM —A LAZY 
NAGGtNG WIFE... 


IT IS WHISPERED THAT A 
CERTAIN UNFORTUNATE MAM 
EXISTS WHO 15 CURSED BY 
HAVING BEEN BORN WITH 

HORNS. 


SOME PEOPLE ARE CURSED 
WITH LEPROSY... 


HE IS PAYING f IB 
BITTERLY FOR M YO 
THE SINS OF J%AU 
A HUNDRED 
RE1NCARNA' KEEP 
^ TIONS. A AWAY/ 


A DO YOU STILL 
i LOVE ME NOW 
THAT YOU KNOW 
\ MY SECRET* 


r IF YOU THINK IM 1 
GOING TO DO HOU5E 
WORK FOR ANOBOPY 
LIKE YOU VDU'RE CRAZY/ 
SCRAPE THAT FLOOR 
AND GIVE IT THREE , 
. COATS OF VARNISH- A 


I'M A MAN WITH NORMAL 


26 













































AS BOPiLy WEARINESS FORCES HIS RESENTMENTS TO DWINDLE,ONLY ALEX'S INTENSE ROMANTIC 
YEARNINGS REMAIN/AS SLEEP...TAKES...OVER... 



BORN ALONG By A MYSTICALLY VIBRANT 
CURRENT/ ALEX RAPTLY OBSERVES MORE 

delights..._ 


A MINI- 
INSTANT 
LATER ALEX 
IS AFLOAT 
AMIDST AN 
EPHEMERAL 
WORLD OF 
SENSES- 
DAZZLING 
BEAUTY... 















































f * SENSE \ / EVEN IF THIS/S ONLY^* 
I'M BEING 1(A DREAM.... X LOVE EVERY ^ 
TRANSPORTED V MARVELOUS INSTANT OF IT/ * 
SOMEWHERE Q BUT *W£Q£ AM X GOING? AND, 
FOR SOME VERY A FDR WHAT PURPOSE ? gd 
SPECIAL, j 

\ PURPOSE*J H 


ABRUPTLY, 
ALEX'S 
FORM 
I HALTS 
HOVERING 
BEFORE A 
GIGANTIC, 
EXOTIC 
BEAUT/.,. 


AND AS THE EXPANDED ALEX 
SOON EQUA LS THE GIANTESS IN 

i have hungered 

...YEARNED...FOR YOU FORUN- 
kL TOLD ETERNITIES/ J 


ENLARGING. 
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FOR ONCE, ALEX 
ENJOYS OBEYING 
OWE OF 
FLORENCES 
COMMANDS... 


NO FUSS, WO WORRY, ABOUT 
WHAT THE LAW WOULD DO 
TO ME/ AFTER I SWALLOW - 
A FEW OF THESE ->f 

L SLEEPING PILLS... P^-4 


S-5U DDEMLy EVERYTHING' 
IS CHANGING' THE AT , 
TRACTIVE STRUCTURES , 
ARE DEGENERATING INTO ( 
DECAYING MOULDY SLIME < 
DRENCHED RUINS/ THE 
INCREDIBLY HANDSOME t 
PPnPJF... i 


^ ARE BEING 
A ALTERED INTO 
S UNHOLY MOW- 
,STROSn/£S' . 


THE PILLS DOWNED, NIMBO'S 
TRANSITION TO THE SLUMBER- 
DIMENSION OCCURS WITH 
STARTLING ABRUPTNESS... 


A SPIT-INSTANT AFTERWARD, 
ALE* OPENS HIS Eyes TO THE 
ACCOMPANIMENT OF A HATE¬ 
FULLY SHRIEKING VOICE .... 





























































li 


'HA, HA, I GOT x 
AWAY.' YOU VILE 
CREATURES WfLL 
NEVER GET A 

s me / Jm 


SHORTLY, BACK /N HISCELl. 


BUT WITH THE ARRIVAL OF 
NIGHTFALL, ALEX'S COMPOSURE 
CRACKS... 


ALEX'S CONTINUED CLAMOR EARNS HIM A 
SESSION WITH THE PRISON DOCTOR... 


TRYING TO JAB A FORK 
INTO YOUR WRIST, HUH? 
FROM NOW ON, YOU EAT 
WITH YOUR FINGERS! 


ALEX'S AWAKENING WAS ACCOM¬ 
PANIED BY AN EQUALLY RAPID 

IMPRISONM ENT/ _ 

CONFESS... YOUR 
NEIGHBORS HEARD 
YOUR WIFE YELLING, 

SHE WOULDN'T 
ACCEPT YOUR 
DEMAND for 
DIVORCE/ 


31 

































































NIMBO'S FRENZIED EFFORT TD REMAIN 
AWAKE IS A LOSING BATTLE/ HIS BLOOD¬ 
SHOT, WEARIED EYELIDS KEEP DROOP¬ 
ING LOWER... AND LOWER YET... 


PRESENTLY 
LOCKED UP 
AGAIN... 


NEXT MORNING, IN THE CELL OF 
PRISONER ALEX NIMBO... 


THIS IS NUTS/ ^ 
THERE S NOTHING 
HERE BUT THAT 

skeleton: it's 

GOT NO CLOTHING , 


AND THAT EVIL 
ACRID ODOR FROM 
THE SKELETON 
SMELLS EXACTLY 






























the 

ARCHAIC 

BACK ISSUES 

VAULT 

of 

HORROR-MOOD 

MASTERWORKS 


. . . these pages are your opportunity to 
complete your library collections of SKY- 
WALD'S weird masterwprks . . . prices are 
going up on these [ust about every day 
due to our stock dwindling FAST . . . we 
WARNED you the end is near and on 
MANY of these titles it IS near . . if you 

value your collection . . . order any 

missing numbers NOW . . . tomorrow 
might be TOO LATE . . 


. . . I enclose herewith $ which is for the archa 

I've indicated you should take out of the vault and RUSH to 
. I enclose .40£ postage and handling . . 


make checks payable to: 

THE SKYWALD PUBLISHING CORPORATION 


PSYCHO • #1 . #2.. # 3 . #8 #10 . . .#11 .. #12 . . #13 . . .#14 . . .#15 #1<S #17 . 

CRIME MACHINE - #1 • HELL RIDER ■ #1 . #2 . #18 . #19 . ANNUAL . 

NIGHTMARE- #2 . #3. #8 #9 .#11...#12 #15. #16. #17. #18 ..#19. 

SCREAM-#!... #2. . #3 . #4 #5... #6.. #7. . #8 . ANNUAL -SPECIAL. 


mail to: 

THE ARCHAIC BACK ISSUES VAULT 
SKYWALD HORROR-MOOD PUBLISHING 
18 East 41st Street rm. 1501 
NEW YORK CITY N.Y. 10017 


NAME i 

ADDRE5& 

CITY AND ALL ELSE 

Canadian and foreign orders are accepted, but all orders must be made out to UNITED STATES FUNDS 
(indicate 'U5. FUNDS' on checks or money orders). 


... the archaic back issues vault holds a 
great variety of horror-mood masterworks 
. . . if your collection is incomplete then 
ORDER what you need NOW — prices 
MUST go UP to meet the demand so make 
sure you get what you want while the 
prices remain LOW . . . 


LIBRARY BOXES ...for your library of the macabre... 


. . . you taa can have a library like this! ... a 
degenerating, ratting, wretched DISORGANIZED 
mess! ... 


. . . preserve your PSYCHO and NIGHTMARE issues in these handsome 
library cases, made of heavy book-binders board covered with scuff- 
•resistant, simulated, dull, grotesque, black leather . . lettering is 
embossed on the fat spine in awful silver, and each casa comes 
complete with a silver transfer so you can custom the case by 
printing your name . . . order direct from the macabre manufacturer . . . 



1 > 1 * 1 C , l*" 1 'f* 

NIGHTMARE in oerfect mint condition . . easily accessible 
when you want 'em . not bound-in to the case like 
cheaper binders HANDSOME . . . DURABIE . . . 


Keep your back issues 
in perfect A-l condition 


send coupon to: 

JESSE JONES BOX CORP 
POST OFFICE BOX 5120 
DEPT.-ARCHAIC P & N 
PHILADELPHIA PA 
19141 


order more than one of each to keep your complete collection 
in these beautiful, protective library cases . . an absolute 
MUST for the library of any genuine, true-blue, die-hard comics collector, 

. . . INEXPENSIVE . WILL LAST A LIFETIME OF USE . . 


. . . custom cases are $4.25 each . 

. we pay postage . . . 

... 1 have enclosed $ 

in archaic money 

for: NIGHTMARE case _ 


PSYCHO case _ 


Name: 


Address: 


City and other stuff: 










$ 68 ^nr^ri'nrk^l 








IT SCREAMS? 


PWtHD 


NIGHTMARE #2 


$4 00 NIGHTMARE #3 


$3 50 SCREAM #1 


$4 00 SCREAM #2 


PSYCHO #1 


$5 00 PSYCHO #2 


NIGHTMARE #3 


$2.50 NIGHTMARE #9 


$2.25 SCREAM *3 


$1.50 SCREAM #4 


$150 PSYCHO #3 


$3 50 PSYCHO #8 


NIGHTMARE #11 


$2.50 NIGHTMARE #12 $2 00 SCREAM #5 


$1.50 NIGHTMARE VNN $4.00 PSYCHO #10 


$2.25 PSYCHO #11 


NIGHTMARE #15 


$1.50 NIGHTMARE #16 $1.25 NIGHTMARE SPECIAL $4.00 CRIME-MACHINE #1 $4.00 PSYCHO #12 


$1.50 PSYCHO #13 


NIGHTMARE #17 


$1 25 NIGHTMARE #18 . $1 00 


HELL RIDER #1 


-$4Q0 HELL RIDER #2 


PSYCHO #14 


PSYCHO ANNUAL $4 00 


* cuttent J4o*%ot~Mood id sues 

SCREAM 57 . . . $5.00 #8 . , . $5.00 


I NIGHTMARE #19 











































the steel gate slams shut anp the 

TINKLING LAUGHTER OF THE REV'S FAPES 
WITH THE RECEPING LIGHT/ 

YET THERE IS NO FEAR OR REMORSE ON THE 
SILENT MIRTHLESSLY SMILING COUNTENANCE 
OF THE INFAMOUS BARON/ YOU SEE. HE HAS 
INSUREP HIS SAFETY WITH AN UNEXPECTEPLY 
IRONIC MEANS OF... 






























A MeTW^.CHDNK, CHUNK, CHUNK, 


OHUfNrs, k/nuinr^ 

MUSTY PUNGEON 


THRU THE NIGHT UNTIL 


!AN\PH' PlRT. . THEY'RE NEARLY 
THROUGH/ HAH/ VENGEANCE 
WILL SOON BE N\//VE/ _ A 








/ EVENIN' 
SWEETIE ! 
WOULD you BE 
CARING FOR A 
SPORTING 
TIME ON THIS 
V FAIR night? 




" R T1 ; 8¥ LEN BROWN ILLUSTRATED 6" CARLOS GARZON 

The shrill scream of an angry woman 

PIERCED THE CHILLY LONDON AIR/ SURVIVAL OF 
M E FITTEST WAS THE LAW ON THE SEAMY SIDE 
CI7YAND WITH THE THE WOMEN OF THE 
NIGHT WERE AT ODDS/ 







■ ftv 


*7 I'VE WARMED T) 
' YOU BEFORE ABOUT 
COMING TO MY 
TERRITORY, DEARIE- 
NEXT TIME I SEE YOU 
DOWN HERE, IT'LL BE 
1 THE RIVER FOR 

iX you/ y 


r BE OFF WITH V 
you NOW/ THAT " 
CARRIAGE I HEAR 
COMING PROBABLY 
BELONGS TO ONE 
OF ME CUSTOMERS' 
AND JUST KEEP A 
MIND ON WHAT I 
, TOLD YOU, DO YOU 
\ HEAR ME? 


*> m 

B 1 


fell 





THERE'S NO RESPONSE FROM THE 
RIDER. NOT WISHING TO LOSE A 
P^^L CUS T OMER '™E YOUNG 
WOMAN LEANS INTO THE CARRIAGE, 

CHARM™ 6 M ° RE ™ AN A Cfl5UAL 

















the frightened GIRL flees, her 
PANIC DRIV ES HER INTO A B LIND 

PLEASE/ 


PLEASE JYaAA -AAHHJ 


1971/ THE OFFICE OF DR. ALLAN BUND. 
WHOSE STARTLING NEW TECHNIQUES IN 
PSYCHO-THERAPy HAVE MADE HIM 
A LOST CONTROVERSIAL FIGURE. (*£&**■ 


AND I WATCHED N 
TRIUMPHANTLY FROM 
INSIDE THE CARRIAGE, 
AG THE HORSE'S 
HOOFS MADE FAST 
WORK OF THE / 
TRAMP/ 


HMM...IF ALL OF li 
THIS WERE tS 
TRUE, YOU'VE K 
GOT TO REALIZE 
THE DANGER. M 
TO HIM.' IF HIS v k 
CONSCIOUS 
MIND WERE TO 
KNOW OF HIS 
PAST MONSTROUS 
^EXISTENCE... 


TRUE, BUT YOU 
CAN'T FORGET 
THIS POOR SOUL.' 


M iff j 

'W 

i 



KSj 

l 1 

'—■■4* A 

f 

r you USED TO TELL 

ME THAT THE INDIVIDUAL 
BEING WAS OF THE 
GREATEST IMPORTANCE IN 
THIS WORLD. NOW, YOU j 
. JUST SCOFF AT IT/ ^ 






























...AND ONCE MORE THE 
SECRETS OF THE PAST ARE 
UNLOCKED/ 


TRACYMODERN SCIENCE STANDS ALONE WITH HIS SUBJECT 
WHERE IT IS IN 1971 BECAUSE OF THE DOC OR TRANSPORTS 
SA«>i(=iOP« ™ppp I« stii , THE PATIENT BACK TO THE 

'9th CENTURY AND LONDON. 


EASY, JONATHAN.' 
WE JUST CAME HERE 
TO TALK TO THE 
BLOKE. WE KNOW NOT 
FOR SURE THAT HE'S 
RESPONSIBLE FOR THE 
MURDERS.'...OHLY THE 
HEARSAY OF SOME 

^ tramp; 


AS THE PATIENT RELATES HIS AGONIZING 
STORY, RELIVING THE NIGHTMARE STARTLES 
HIM OUT OF HIS TRANCE. 
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I--I DON'T KNOW> 
IF X CAN GO ON, 
DOCTOR. B-BEEN 
HAVING DREAMS. 
TERR BLE 
^ DREAMS' 


A' 


< r £?5 


the uni willing subject start s 10 fall 

BACK INTO A RESTLESS SLEEP WHEN... 


GO BACK IN TIME.' ' 

WATCH FOR YOUR 
CASTE... IT HAS BEEN 
INVADED BY AN ANGRY , 
_ MOB/...TELL ME/ S 




THOUGH HE 
SUGGESTS 
FIGHT AND 
UPON HIS 1 

1 TRIES TO Rl 
4, THE SUBJE 
ONCE MORE 
'ORTURED PI 

2SIST THE 
:cr LOSES HIS 
LOOKS BACK 
AST. 





HE KILLED 
MY POOR 
DAUGHTERI 
SHE WAS AN 
ANGEL/ 


J- 


? A/E, MA’AM ! 

OLD BLAKE WILL 
FIX IT. THERE'S A 
BULLET OF SILVER 
IN THIS RIFLE. THAT'S 
THE ONLY THING WHICH 
WILL STOP THE LIKES 
. OF HIM ! 






















TAKE GOOD AIM, BLAKE/ 
yOU'Ll NO" HAVE ANOTHER 
CHANCE, SO YOUR SHOT , 
v. MUST BE TRUE.' 


AMD 

THEN 










[Ills 


NO, NOT HIM>j 
HE WAS TOO ' 

involved in a 
PROJECT TO GO 
AT THIS TIME 1 


ANP THEN, 


THE TWO MEN ENTER PR. BUNDS PRIVATE 
OFFICE, UNPREPARED FOR THE SCENE OF 
HORROR THA' MEETS THEIR EYES... 
























sjpiifk f M 

f nil m 

fm 


WRITTEN sy DOUG MOENCH luUSTR'TEO ;y DOUG WILDLY 

VITAL INFORMATION SECURED, UNDERCOVER ' AS MAP 
AGENT GEORGE MARSH STALKEY DOWN THE THE WE 
RAIN-SLICK PAVEMENTS OF THE CITY JUNGLE CP r < OM 
INTENT ON COMPLETING THE LAST STEP OF ITS HEY 

HIS ASSIGNMENT... - BY THE 


THE CAR ROARED TO 
METALLIC Life AisD 
LURCHED FROL THE 
CURB... 


NOW THAT I KNOW A LARGE SHIPMENT OF 
DANGEROUS NARCOTICS IS DUE TO ARRIVE 
TOMORROW, THE ONLY PIECE REMAINING TO 
THE PUZZLE IS TO FIND OUT H/Wfi?f...AND 
MY ANONYMOUS CONFIPAN T SHOULD BE 
u ABLE TO TELL ME TSMT.' . ^ ‘-(t 


I IOLT HIM TO MEET ME 
ABOUT THREE BLOCKS AWAY.' 
STILL GCT FIFTEEN MINUTES— 
PLENTY OF TIME. I JUST 
IOPE HE SHOWS UP SO 
f THIS DOPE RING CAW #£ 


...STRAIGHT FOR THE HUMAN TARGET 
PINPOINTED BY THE GLARING BEAMS 
OF ITS HEADLIGHTS.' 


...AND Cr'UMPLEP TO THE 
RAIN-SWEP | PAVEMENT AS 
THE CAR SPED OFF INTO 
THE ENVELOPING BLACKNESS 

OF NIGHT. 

























































WAIT'LL GEORGE HEARS I USED HIS 
NAME FOR. THE MAIN CHARACTER IN A 
CRIME NOVEL WHICH HAS JUST • 
lOv BEEN SOLD/ . aO 


r hectic cab 

RIPE THROUGH 
THE CITY'S LATE 
AFTERNOON 
TRAFFIC SNARL 
FINALLY BRINGS 
JEFF PENNING 
TO HIS MODEST 
APARTMENT... 


' HMMM... GUESS GEORGE ISN'T 
HOME. IT'S ODD THAT HE ISN'T— HIS >| 
WIFE USUALLY HAS DINNER PREBARED 
BY THIS TIME. OH WELL, I THINK . 

I I'LL GET TO WORK ON THE 
la. . NEXT CHAPTER... JT . 


> I THINK HALF THE FUN OF 


ELUSIVE IMAGES DANCED BEFORE HIS UNFOCUSED VISION 
OF HIS WIFE AND TWO GRIM DOCTORS. " 


GEORGE MARSH GRADUALL' 
AWOKE THROUGH A MIST; 
HATE OF DULLED PAIN TO 
FIND HIMSELF HELPLESS! 
CONFINED TO A HOSPITAL 


r HE'S IN BAD SHAPE, ' 

mrs. marsh, i'm afraid 

I MUST BE FRANK¬ 
S' HE MAY MOT PULL J 
fc THROUGH/ 


H-HE CAN'T... D-DIE.' 
-,SOBYOU MUST DO 
SOMETHING/ SOME¬ 
THING TO MAKE 
Sr. HIM I/l/F... V) 


WE'VE DONE ALL ™ 
WE CAN,MRS.MARSH. 
IT'S MOT UP TO US 
. ANY MORE. V 























I'M SWORN TO SECRECY/ IF 
ONLY I COULD TELl-THEM- 
TELL 1-HEM I'M AH UNDER¬ 
COVER. AGENT/ IF I PIE, 

MY ENTIRE ASSI6MME NT d 
WILL FAIL.' ITS REIN6 fl 
JEOPARDIZED FURTHER J 
WITH EVERY MOMENT ■ *; 
I REMAIN IN THIS^-^Ml 


THROUGH 

THE 

CRIPPLING 
PAIN, 
MARSH 
THOUGHT 
POG£[ PLY 
OF ONLY 


H-HELLO? OH,HELLO, JEFF. NO,GEORGE ISN'T 
HERE—jSOfff--JGFF,SOMETHING TERRIBLE 
HAS HY PPENED/ GEORGE WAS STRUCK BY 
A HIT-AND-RUN DRIVER LAST NIGHT/ I , 
JUST GOT BACK ^ROMTHtTIOSPITAL-Jj 
■t^T-THEY DON'T THINK HE'LL MVE/^gg 


GUFSS I'LL TRY TO GET GEORGE K 
AGAIN—TELL HIM HE'S NEYT TO 
DEATH IN MY NOVEL/ HA,HA/IT'S 
REALLY IARD TO IMAGINE GEORGE 
BEING AN UNDERCOVER AGENT, ) 
M T. . ^ THOUGH/ 


THIS IS INCREDIBLE! utUhfaEAHh.it, 
MY FRIEND, STRUCK DOWN BY A CAP 
ON THU SAME NIGHT I WROTE AbOUT' 
GEORGE MARSH, THE CHARACTER. 

IN MY STORY, BEING HIT/ IT'S 1 
B . rXLMOCT TOO MUCN TO BE Nig 
COINCIDENCE! 


HASTILY 

THE 

DISTRAUGHT 

WRITER 


T C THE 
HOSPITAL, 
































NO, JEFF' 1 KNOW WHAT 
I'M. SAYING/ I-I'M AN 
UNDERCOVER AGENT... 
YOU'VE GOT TO CONTACT 
MY SUPERIORS—HA E 
THEM COME HERE—OR 
MY DEATH Will. HE 
IN VAIN! 


■/ 


THIS IS UNBELIEVABLE' EVERYTHING 
I'VE WRITTEN ABOUT MY CHARACTER 
WITH GEORGE'S NAME HAS ACTLIAi LY 
HAPPENED TO GEORGE.' GOTTA GET 
it WOMB EAST/ . - 


Jf 




I 


West 


A | 


THE LIFE. 

OF HIS BEST 
FRIEND 
HANGING IN 
THE BALANCE, 
JEFF PENNING 
RETURNS TO 
HIS DEPART 
MENT AND 
THE ONLY 
APPARFHT 
MEANS OF 
SALVATION 
FOP GEORGE 
MARSH... 


IF MY WRITING SOMEHOW GOT 
GEORGE INTO THIS FIX, PERHAPS 
ITS THE ONLY WAY TO GET HIM 
OUT/ EVEN THOUGH I DON'T 
SEE HOW IT CAN POSSIBLY 
WORK I'VE GOT TO TRV IT/ . 


FEVERISHLY THE FRANTIC WRITER RESUMES HIS NOVEL 
WITH AN EFFORT NFVEP. BEFORE EXPENDED ON ANY OF 
his_ctoer_works.^. /YX^FFoff with! thescenI 
in the hospit al room...so, here goes—and 

IT'D BETTER WORK/ WHO CAN SAY WHAT IT WAS? 
THE SHEER DETERMINATION OF THE OUGH AGENT 
•THE STUBBORN WILL TO LIVE—OR A MIRACLE? 
BUT, WHATEVER., SLORGE MARSH FELT THE 
ROILING MAELSTROM OhCONFIATON LIFT FROM 
HIS MIND AS A FOG ROLLS OFF THE OCEAN.. 














































NOW, TP MY HUNCH |S RIGHT, T CAW •*~ 
END THIS WHOLE BUSINESS WITH OWE 
SENTENCE.' LET'S SEE...HOWEVER, 
'HE INJURIES SUSTAINED IN MARSH'S 
NEAR-FATAL ACCIDENT RESULTED IN 
A CASE OF PARTIAL- AMNESIA, PRE¬ 
VENTING HIM FROM REM = V\3ER'NG / 
ANYTHING ABOUT HIS ROLT AS AN J 
■V UNDERCOVER. AGENT/ . 





































Oh, I £>/0 ? MUST'VE SEEM 
DELIRIOUS,JEFF. X DON'T 
SEEM TO REMEMBER.- - BUT 
THAT DOESN'T MATTER.' THE 
IMPORTANT THING IS THAT 
THE DOCTORS SAY I CAN 
LEAVE TOMORROW.' ■ 


/ GOOD/ HE DOESN'T 
REMEMBER A THING ABOUT . 
HIS "OTHER" LIFE/ NOW ALL / 

■ I HAVE TO DO IS CHANGE L 
THE NAME OF MY CHARACTER 
> TO A FICTITIOUS ONE AND I J 
CAN FINISH THE BOOK.' 


AS A RELIEVED JEFF 
DENNING RETURNS TO 
HIS APARTMENT 


WELL, I SURE AM k 
GLAD THAT'S OVER 
WITH/ THE ONLY WAY 
I CAN FIGURE IT IS 
THAT THIS WHOLE 
BUSINESS HAS SOME¬ 
THING TO DO WITH J 
THE TYPEWRITERS 


( GOOD LOROS I JUST ' 
REMEMBERED A FANTASY 
STORY 1 WROTE ABOUT A 
MONTH ASO CALLED "THE 
FAIREST AV THEM ALL " IN 
1 WHICH f BEAUTIFUL GIRL 
IS IMPRISONED IN A 
MRROR THROUGHOUT 

sTC ermur/f 


THAT OUGHT TO 
DO IT-' THIS IS ONE 
TYPEWRITER THAT'LL 
NEVER WORK AGAIN/ 






















rm 


AND I NAMED My CHARACTER AFTER 
SANL>> PRESTON! N\Y GOD/ I HAVEN'T 
SEEN SANDY FOR A MONTH —.SINCE I 
WROTE THE STORY! SHE MUST BE 
TRAPPED IN A MIRROR SOMEWHERE/ J 
AND I'VE JUST OBLITERATED THE )4 
TYPEWRITER BEYOND REPAIR-THE ip 
ONLY MEANS OF REVERSING .wfetiL 

■A—HER FATE/ /-Wl'S’if 


dawning realization serves to fire the 
WRITER. INTO IMMEDIATE ACTION, ANP ADDS 
HASTY IMPETUS TO HIS RESOLVE... 


REACHING THE GIRL'S 
EAST SIDE APARTMENT, 
DENNING FINDS... 


A MONTH OF ACCUMULATED DUST COATS THE APART¬ 
MENT WITH' STALE MUSTINESS, AN ATMOSPHERE 
WHICH COLDLY ATTESTS TO THE UT TER DESERTION 
^OPTH^PUACE . 5Awp/? SAA/py/ARE -- 

I -*• — «' j^r w VOU HERE,SANDX? 


EXTENDS 

TO 

EVERY 

CORNER 

OF 

THE 

APART- 




















ttst 


..imprisoned m this mirror. gooo 

LORO/ WHY DIP I SMASH THAT TYPE- 
. WRITER BEYONP REPAIR ?/ 

















































WHITTEHIT ALAN HEWETSON 


IllKITMTEB »Y TOM SUTTON 

Deep INTHE BOWELS OF THE EARTH IS THE FIENDISH 
INFERNAL ABYSS KNOWN AS,, HELL! ETERNALLY MAM 
HAfe i IVEP IN FBAP OF DAMNATION ■■ TH AT HIS SOUL MAY 
BE CAST INTO EVERLASTING TORMENT *ND ODIOUS 
PANDEMONIUM.' OUR TALE TARES YOU ON A 
PERSONALLY GUIDED TOUR OF GROTTO OF HBU 
ITSELF... FROM WHICH HONE HAVE EVER RETURNER.;. 

SAVE FOR ONE„THE- - 



France, the year i7<?3...in the midst of the french 
revolution...one of the gaudiest bloodbaths in history. 

A REVOLUTION OF THE "PEOPLE " WHERE PREJUDICE HAS ITS 

revense in kind...where men, . ,'omen and even children 

OF NOBLE BIRTH, are DRAGGED IN RICKETY, LUMBERING 
'ARTS AFTER A MOCK TRIAL,TO THEIR DEATHS AT THE 
BLACK HAND OF THE MERCILESS.. .GUILLOTINE! 


The Gun tywe...gleaming inthe blood drenched 

STREETS OF,PARIS,CUTSTHE WRITHING HEADS OF 
ITS OFT-INNOCENT VICTIMS. MINDLESS,HEADLESS 
BUT ONLY FOR A FEW SECONDS... THEN THE 
GHASTLY DISFIGURED HEADS ROLL INTO A CRIMSON 
RECEPTACLE... THE BLOODY L EAD-BASKETS 
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fcv. 


so you HAVE NOTH we ^ 
OF VALUE TO 5AY—BUT 
FALSE AND CRUEL ACCU¬ 
SATIONS AGAINST OUR 
. GOOD cm ZENS! a 


THE VERDICT ...GUILTY OF TREASON 
YOU OLD TOAD HAG. I SENTENCE YOU 
TO DEATHS MAY THE LORD HAVE 
„ MERCY ON YOUR WRETCHED SOUL 
. WOMAN/ 


CERTAINLY NO MERCY FROM A COURT WITH POWER DEVOID OF SANITY.., AND SHE IS CONDEMNED TO BE 
TAKEN THE FOLLOWING PAY TO THE WAITING CLUTCHES OF THE GU/LLOT/NE ... MERCiLESS AND CRUEL, 
UNHEARIN® ANP UNCARING - ..A HiDEOUS LAMPOONER OF JUSTICE,' 


The executioner, stands 

BEFORE THE CROWDS OF 
(BERING PEASANTS, HAND 
SRASPING TAUGHT THE 
xOPE THAT HOLDS READY 
THE 8LADE...7HE CON¬ 
QUERING STEEL SHAFT 
THAT SEVERS AN Y 
WAN'S LIFE/ 


THE CROWD-- LEAR. AT THE 
CONVICTED WPO LIBBER 
"C T«.F ATFJP'A PRC A 
81C or -pPENLMEf CARTS,, 
CRT c -OUTS. OF fFGULT ANP 
SING SONS j O c FREEDOM,. 
DELIRIOUS .N.'NHCtPA’TO; 
OF rHE jVAC.TL.tE SL AUGHTPR 
THAT TWAITSTHFV.' 


Fate gleams ominously above as the olptoap has 

WHIMPEESJN DESPAIR ..LEGS6R0Y, WElK—HEREVFS- 
L0N6 SOAKED WITH TEARS OF AGONY— ROLL HAGGARD 
IN THEIR SOCKETS! AS SHE NOW FACES THE ETERNITY 
OF DAMNATION/ 


S3 









54 












SHE watches in torture as her now limp 

ANP LIF FLESS FORM IS TOSSED LIKE GARBAGE 
FROM THE THRONE OF DEATH. ..AND WONDERS... 
PONDERS WWTHERE IS NOTTHENomiNGNESS OF 
DEATH SHE 5/<PE ;iEP,..BUTAOFE AFTER DEATH 
...THAT PERMIT- HER" > SEE/TO HEAR,!.’ 'YONDER! 


BUT DEATH COMES NOT EASILY. HER EYES RFMA'»' 

OPEN EVEN AS SHE LIES HELPLESS, IF' PASSIVE hGONY 
AS THE FEET OF HER MURDERERS PASS_HER BY... 

Misery and shock 

MUDDLE 'DGETHER 
IN THETOAP HAG'S 
MIND...THE BODY 
(THAT WAS ONCE 
HERS)SHUDDERS 
AND GROPES FORWARD 
SEARCHING-SEARCH¬ 
ING FOR A HEAD. A 
MIND THAT THINKS, 
EYES THAT CAN SEE.' 
THE HANDS FIND 
THEIR TARGET...AND 
PULL THE TEAT. 
PULSING HEAD BACK 
...BACKTOTHE • 
SHOULDERS WHBJE 
RIVETS ITSELF 
MIRACULOUSLY—AND 
THE MESS THAI WAS 
LIVING DEATH NOW 
BECOMES -AS ONE 
INFONM...AND 
IN UFB! 
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Amp soon you shall know 
WRETCHED OLD HAS, AS 
>OU BEGIN VOUR DESCENT... • J 
YOU SINK INTO THBVERY 
GROUND ITSFLF. YOU GRASP 
FOP SUPPORT CLUTCHING 
NOSHING BUI AIK,.. MEANING 
LESS AIK... ANP STILL. YOU 
S/W/C... DOWN...DOWN...INTO 

the very bowels of the 
EARTH/ 


And when you postop 

FALLING...you ARE SUR¬ 
ROUNDED By NOTHING/ 
YOU SCREAM...AND NO 
ONE HEARS >OU ...SMB 
THE INCREDIBLE NIGHT- 
BIRDS OF DEATH WHO 
STIFLE THE VERY AIR YOU 
NOW BREATHE...UNTIL- 
THERE APPEARS BEFORE 
you A VILE hunched 

DWARF. ..CURIOUS AND 
OBSCENE...WHO SILENCES 
THE LOUP CLATTERING OF 
WINGS AND YOUR CRIES... 
AND YOU LISTEN/ 


The earth welcomes you... 

CUSHIONS yOUROE$ct£,«T 
AND C ARESSES YOUR DECAY¬ 
ING BODY IN MOCKERY. 

YOU ARE CHOKING...AND 
SUFFER...AND CLUTCH 
/OUR THROAT PLEADING 
FOR AIR... FOR YOU CANNOT 
BREATHE...AND YET YOU 
CANNOT PIE/ 
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THE GROTTO O f HELL! WHERE TIME 
STANDS STO-t *NU yET REACHES OUT 
IN A-t DIRECT J '5 .INTO THE PEEP 
ANPMI5W «ISE5 OP YEGWm '...Am 
FARiNTC THE. WAR RfDPEN UNKNOWNS 
OF TOMORROW 1 IS 1 INBEBRASLE TOR 

a ww-; so old, so frail, ,s»r feel? 
AGONY in the LtrlFLESS WE-AKT fr TH= 
UFELESe PIRITUAI-BcDy' VETSHE 
'“AN FA* w<m«NFi—0O NOTHING 

mere ..less it ee sanctioned b> we 
peviL. himself/ 


THE StiOTTO OF HELL! 
GTOTESOUE-HORPID-UN- 
CLNMY BEYOND MORTAL 
IMAGINATION WHERE THE 
DEAD L NELL IN AM ETERJ'TY 
OF TOPTLZE AND ANGUISH... 

'HERE FREEDOM 15 
BANISHED...WHERE WE 
INDIVIPUAI iS BUT „ .ERALLy 
A NUMBER ON A GAGS.. . 
WHERE SATAN RULES 
WITH AH IRON FiST.' 


GREAT BLACK BUILDINGS. . 
HORRWtE TO B -HOLD . 1 THEY 
APE OUT OF THIS WORLD LiKE 
SOMETHING OUT OF A i 
R, BIZARRE FUTURE.' 


In THE GRIME 

and caked pust 

OF HELL ITSELF 
SATAN HIMSELF 
IS UNSEEN...YET 
HE IS ALWAYS 
PRESENT...ALWAYS 
ON THE LIPS OF 
EVERY DESPERATE 
SOUL WHO INHABITS 
THIS ISLE OF 
DAMNATION.' HE 
IS SERVED BY 
MANY ASSISTANTS 
WHO, OONTEMPTABLE 
even to their 

OWN KINPARE 
HIDEOUSLY DE¬ 
FORMED DEVILISH 
ASSISTANTS WHO 
HAVE SWORN THEIR 
ALLEGIANCE TO 
HATE-TERROR— 
DESPOTISM AND FEAR, 
THE TOAD HAG HAS 
ALREADY MET ONE 
SUCH GAUNT EXCUSE 
for humanity ..he 

WHO IS CALLED... 
VOGT..NOW SHE 
MEETS ANOTHER... 
THE HAGGARP 

DRAKKOS 


BUT WA/T.. .THERE ARE J 
MO PEOPLE. HO PEOPLE \ 
WHERE CAM THEY BE? IS 
THIS M0TAt/7y...0R IS IT 
EXACT iM WHAT IT APPEARS 
TO BE...SOME KIND OF 
INCREDIBLE CR/PTOFTHS 
X FORGOTTEN DEAD! J 


FOLLOW ME 


I'LL FOLLOW YOU NOWHERE UNTIL IFINP OUT MORE ^ 
—UNTIL I HAVE AN EXPLANATION! WHAT IS THIS PLACE? 
...WHERE ARE ALL THE PEOPLE ~ .TEU. ME... PLEASE TELL 
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Like the infamous instrument of medieval torture this uprated spike box 

serves ITS MASTER FAR SETTER THAN ITS PREDECESSOR...FOR THIS COFFIN — 
CUSHIONED FROM EVERY ANGLE By PEEP AND BITING FOUR INCH SPIKES IS 
DESIGNED TO TORTURE T^B LIVING OEA0...THOSE WHO CANNOT PRAY FDR DEATH... 
TH05E WHO CAN ONLY WAIT...AND ENDURE...THE ETERNAL AGONY! 


BUT YOU HAVEN'T ANSWERED ME I 
-.WHERE.. .WHE RE ARE THE J 

THEY ARE IN V^£L 
THEIR...SHALL \ 

WE SAY PRIVATE 
ROOMS.' NO 

is pejwitted & 

TO VEN T URE^^^P^|i^ 


BUT COME, yoUR^ 
TOUR. IS ALMOST V 
OV£« UNTIL THE 1 
MAS7EA DECIDES TO| 
SEE YOU AND HEAR I 
YOUR CASE--.YOU I 

Must join the I 

6WSRS...ALS0 B 
awaiting ■ 

Mm JUDGMENT! M 


DRAKKOS... 
DENIZEN OP THE 
DEATH WORLD, 
EPITOME 
OF ABSOLUTE 
EVIL...LEADS THE 
BEWILDERED HAG 
TO HER CAGE ...ONE 
IN THE MIDST 
OF THOUSANDS 
STACKED MILE 
HIGH LIKESO 
MANY CARTONS , 
IN A WAREHOU5EJ 
THE EAR-PIERCING 
SHRIEKS AND CRIES 
OF HER FELLOWS 
DEAFENS HER... 
AND HER MI5ERY 
OVERTAKES THE 
NOW SUDDEN 
REALIZATION OF 
THE REALITY OF 
DEATH! 



























































































































fuc apipitlial BODy NEEDS NO NOURISHMENT...NO FOOD OR PRINKS TO KEEP IT ALIVE...BUT EVEN SO THERE IS MORTAL SUFFER¬ 
ING IN THE AGONIZING ENDLESS STRUGGLE FOR THE SURVIVAL 
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m OPENING... 1 
IN THE ROCK,.. 

1 MUST BE... j 
EARTHS \ 
SURFACE.. .IF 
I CAN KEEP 
FIGHTING TOWARP 
k IT/ 


And 50 IT APPEARS THAT SATAN IS A FOOL ...TO BE TRICKED SO EASILY BY ONE OF HIS CHARGES/ THE TOAD HAG HAS 
REACHED THE EARTH'S SURFACE ...HAS ESCAPED FROM THE VERY CORE OF THE EARTH ITSELF...AWP FROM THE HOWSCOtyt,- 
ING SATAN AS SHE UTTERS THE WORDS T HAT FORCES THE PRINCE OF DARKNESS TO FREE HER FROM HIS HOLD ON HER... 


( SATAN, MASTER 
OF NONE...SCOURGE 
OF NO ONE BUT HIS 
CONTEMPTABLE SELF... 
I HAVE FOUGHT AND 

freed myself in 

SOUL AND SPIRIT... 
NOW I DEMAND MY 
FREEDOM ... RELEASE \ 
V MY SOUL AND GIVE k 
HE LIFE J! M 


NOW FOR THE 
INCANTATION... 
TO BECOME A 

HUMAN BEING 
AGAIN... 
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AWP SATAN 
GRINS 

A GHASTLY SMILE, 
FDR HIS WORK 
IS DONE...HIS 
EVII- HAS TAKEN 
ROOT AND FORMED 
INTO THE 6R0TE5QUE 
SEMI-LIFE THAT 
ROTS IN THE 

earth-bound 

MENTAL ASYLUM 
KNOWN AS BEDLAM.' 


"I WARNED HER, 
HER CARCASS 
WOULD ROT UNTIL 
IT SMELLED LIKE 
MANURE'; SATAN 
DREW DEEP A 
BREATH OF „ 
SATISFACTION,SHE 
DIDN'T BELIEVE 
ME, DID SHE VOGT... 
THAT EVERYONE 
IAS THEIR OWN 
PECULIAR BRAND 
OF PRIVATE Hell.'* 


ThE / NEVER BELIEVE 
ME."' WE MASTER’, 
SRAT THE HIDEOUS 
DWARF TRAITOR, 'ANP 
VOGT HAS AGAIN 
SERVED YOU WELL... 
LETTING HER THINK 
SHE WAS ESCAPING 
TO FREEDOM ANP 
UNITy WITH HER 
BODY!" 


“SHE THINKS SHE IS 
INNOCENT! hah ... 
INNOCENT...NO ONE 
\G INNOCENT, VOGT... 
NO ONE! AND SO 
SHE SHALL SUFFER 
IN HER OWN HELI ... 

FI I Cfl SH T- 1 
SHE CHOSE HERSELF., 
FOR HAD SHE NOT 
BEEN SO INCREDIBLY 
STUPID SHE WOULD 
HAVE REMEMBERED 
THAT HER BODY 
COULD NOT HAVE 
BEEN RE-UNITED 
WITH HER HEAP... 
THAT THE GUILLOTINED 
HEADS ART CHOPPED 
UP...AND USED AS 
DOG MEAT!" 


AiJP SmTaM, BOWING LOW HIS GRAV DISSIMULATION, DISAPPEARED/ THE TOPP HAS LIVES... FOR EVEN 
AS SATAN HAS HIS VILE BEDLAM ALTER THE GRAVE . -WE ON EARTH -SIDE HAVE OUR OWN 
BEDLAM. THt AS)T )M FOR THE INCURABLY INSANE! AND S THERE MAN ALIVE WHO WOULD 
PARE TO QUESTION THAT THE NOTORIOUS TOAD HAG OF PARIS DU COMITE REFORME IS CURABLE?..FOR 
THE WRITHING IDIOT CHAINED TO BEDLAM IS HEADLESS...AND DECAPITATION IS INCURABLE.' 
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The overwhelming response to chap¬ 
ter 1 of THE SAGA OF THE VICTIMS, 
written by Archaic Al Hewetson and 
illustrated by Sinister Suso, indicates 
this horror-novel will go down in the 
annals, both as a HORROR MASTER¬ 
PIECE and as a COMIC MASTER¬ 
PIECE! Scheduled to appear in every 
issue of SCREAM, this 120 page tale 
is the very first full length comic 
novel in the history of the medium! v 
Only the HORROR-MOOD would be (V 
so ambitious! No wonder WRITER’S vj 
DIGEST called SKYWALD ‘the most 
vital - constantly moving ahead, con¬ 
sistently innovative’ horror magazines 
on sale today! Collect all 6 chapters 
of this illustrated horror extravaganza 
for one of the most important stories 
in the history of comics! Chapter 2 is 
on sale right now in 


#7 - miss it not! 






















